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Ho Fuddb'd o'er er Night, the nent 
Thir Sleep had recove 
all aur numb'd Members, ſo: elite: and wea 
bas we ſcarcely were able to Walk, or to 
ere now by kind Mor p beau with Stre 
\nd all to their primitive 
Our Thoughts were ſo ſptightly, our Humours fo gay, 
hat we bath were as brisk as a Milk-maid in A 
And as for the Rudders that ftcer our 
hat Pilot, ſhall give em Directions; 
hich were made over Night ſo incapably tender, 
ere now grown as ſtiff as a Bullock's Defender: 
g Diſcretion Fd like to've miſcarry 
els of Cuckoldom wiſh 
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3K Well b deſire at = Copulaion, : 
 \ Had been an Affront to our new Reformation; 
And therefore reſolv'd to forbear the ſweet Evil, 
Tbo' hugely inclin'd to the Fleſh and the Devil. 
: But yet notwithſtanding our over-Night's F + 
That made us fo brisk in the Tail and the Noddle, 
We both were as dry, I may juſtly maintain, 
As a Rat that is poyſon'd by eating his Bane. - 
In order to uench our immod*rate Droug zhes, 
| That burnt in our Stomachs, and ſcorch's up our Mouths 
&  Weleapd out of Bed with a "ſtrong Appetitas, | 
F To ſeallow a Hair of the Dog that had bit uus. 
We ſhifted our Linen, and whip'd on our Cloaths, 
W-- -- And powder d our Wigs like a couple of Beau, 
Then quitted-our Lodging till Night, with deſign, | 
1 Ech with that Engine, a Flask ſull of Wine, 
hh The ben which God Bacchus, as well as Fair Ven, 
By th' help of brisk Claret, had kiadl'd within us. 
So fren Gel Wretches their Senſes reſtore, . 
By clawing the Hag who bewitch'd em before. 
And sxilful Phyſicians their Patients recover, 
Od one Doſe of Poyſon, by th' pow'r of another. 
With this Reſolution we 22 to S Lane, 
Tvixt which and B. hangs a Buſb and a Sign; 
Which ſome call the Saws, 7 — whoſe ſize one wou'd gueſs, 
They were three Brandy a of Gallons a piece, 
Well, well, ſays my Friend, you may deſcant * ans 
And for their diminutive ſi zes untun em: | 
But when within Doors you may think fem much wider, .; 
And Judge by the Wine they are Hogſheads of Cider. | 
However, faid I, let us once venture in, 
If it be for no acute, but to ſee and be ſeen : 
For tho” it proves Cider twill quench us and clean us, 5 
And waſh down thoſe ſooty remains that are in Up, — N 
Condens'd from the 'Poyſon of Necotianus. 9 
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Wich that we went into a pretty lon AN 5 x 
At th wa þ of * 2885 a Tame Rood Sate, : 
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; Riff in her 1 Lb; as Rarch'd in 05 e 1113 
\s an old Abby-Figure g.. Wax i in a Preſs, © 0 * 
Where any for Three- i may behold, 5 ban © 
Vhat ſtiff body'd Queen d in 4 olf ab. i 
o ſay that ſhe Paints it might juſtly provoke her BT." IM 
m ſure that ſhe does not, except tis with Gere 5 15 Soi 1. 
or did ſhe look warm d with Canary or Brandy, . 
ut juſt ot the Golour of brown Sugar- cand. Ms 20 
com whence we may ſay, without any RefleQion? 10S 
e's bleſt with a ſweet and a melting Complexion. + 
er Bubbies; which juſt peep'd above to invite ye, YE: "of 
y th' help of her Seas look ſo round and ſo bey. 2 
hat had but her Skin been a little more fair. 
ike a Stone Horſe enrap dd leap'd over the Bar; my "I 6 1 
ut the Gingerbread Colour the wore in her Check | i 
Vas to me as offenſive as Garlick or Lecks: 2 
or Yellow I hate, and I'll tell you for what, 1 

is the Mutton Complexion that dies of the OY IT» 
nd who'd be fo fond of a Kiſs or a Touch, : 20 „ 
ith a Lady that looks not as ſound as Roach. 5 =} - MY 
er Hips, I confeſs, were ſo charmingly plump. 4 | 1 
nd between them a Hillock, adorning her Rumpf Dx 
hat when ſhe turn'd round, by a plimpſe [ could % 


e, 


zu, ll the beſt of her Beauty was ſeated behind: FIRE: 
els, ho- perhaps upon ſearch it wou'd have prov'd but Cullen? SE. 

hat rais d up berg ———fe to the height of the Faſhion. 3 
N, fer Ogling, and Talking, and taking a vie,, | | 
- the ſtood in the Bar, like « Jilt im a fen. 
Pe Drawer, according to our deſi ;; en MN 
| ew d us into the Kitchin, for ſake of the Fire: a5 OR), 3 


or cold was the Wind, and impleaſant the Weather; | 
hich made us both villing to * him thüher. 4 — 5 


No ſoonci bed e enter 2 che Cook's Territories = 
here commonly either a Slut of a Whore is) | e 
ta ſwinging Bellona we ſaw at the Dreſſer 
id a drunken young Rake-hell jul going to Kiſ ber. 
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f * n Was 5 almoil as e as a a Mate or a a Worſe, 5 5 


3 The maſculine Jade had the Fork in her Hand, p 
Ad bid him ſtand off at the Word of Command: 


06) 


And being a Laſs both of Vi nd Value, 
She cry'd, Keep your Ground, Ny Heavens, TI maul , 
The Spark i in his Cups, full of C ,ourage and Vigour, 
Ia ſpight of her Threats, rally'd on like a Tyger, Lil 
With his Arm, like a Fencer, he parry'd her Poker, I. 
And running within her did further provoke her, Al 
By falling moſt roughly and rudely upon her, 8 
= And bobbing his Hand at the Seat of her Honour; H. 
But ſtill with ſuch Art ſhe defended her Lips, 2 1 a; Ar 
And now and then gave him ſuch Pinches and Nips H. 
That I would not have born, to have purchas d a Ria, 
From the Lips of Queen Dido, or Helen of Greece. 
- He ſwore thas he would, but the vow d that he ſhould not: D. 
He ſtrove, but ſhe tuſtled ſo hard that he could not. Ol 
But as they contended thus, who ſhould be Maſter, i N. 
3.8 Te 7 Fil? the Scuffle there happen'd a ſcurvy Diſaſter : - 5 5 | M 
1 Pudding, with Plumbs, ſtanding by on a Stool, A: 
Ready mix d for the Bag, temper'd up in a Bowl, I. 
Uahappily met with a Fall in the Joe, RT Ju 
1 And between em was thrown on the Ground i in PH buftle: A 
"he Cook at this ſorrowful ſight grew inflam'd, * 
And wiſh'd her Antagoniſt rotted and damm d. 2 
KA The Sp ark in returu to the Quean of the Rirchin, 1 
10 — Rage went to Curſing andyBitching « - 
But ſtill in a Paſſion purſuing his Matter” K 
They ſcuffled about Ankle deep in the Batter: 
As Soldiers hard ſet in a Battle do uſ e F 
To fight till the Blood waſhes over their Shoes. 1 . 1 
The ſturdy Defendant her Pudding beholding, ©  +/ o | A 
Fell now in goad earneſt to Scratching and = FR : 
And fought like a Cat when her Paſſicn was ws : 0 
Jo ſee the good Food trod about like 3. -d, "i 
Her Greafineſt now all Venom and Gall, FT 
Who ſwore ſhe'd admit of no Xing at ul. „ | 1 
And with that ſhe exerted her Maſadine Fesce, | 
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uſtle; 


All over ſo dawb'd, e 15 
80 Eggy withal, that a Min would have fworn; © 
| He had juſt in the Pilbry been taking a a Turn: INE: 4 


av down the 8 Park who mpſt d 1885 z 147 1 
ae, midſt of the x: Spark, wh 15 0 F 15 jo 158 
ith that he aroſe full of Malice and | Spight, . 

To ſee his black Cloaths painted over With De 21 
And look d in this pickle, it hout any 1 Ts 1 


44 


Like a piece of far Tripe dry d in Batter for Fringe. atk ö 


The Curls of his 4 ar "4 7 5 10 matted, 
e an 


PL Fs of * 


And being Len- time, that ſome ill⸗natur'd reatures,. . 
Had "lic? the Rogue x with theit Pantakes and Fri ritter 
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Pray Sir, fays my Fribid, to th infortuhate Lover. 4 In 


Did ever you read the fam d Hiſtory! 19 


0 7 j 654} 


Of a dapper, diminutive, comical Fellow,” Shy a 
Much leſs than a BarthuP 4 


mew-PFair zunch; 
thinks (tho? I ſpeak nor'by way of De 
As now you appear in that dripping Condition; 12 7 
You look like that little Tom Thumb. by m m Soul, on. 
Juſt waded from out of the great! Pidding- Bow! ; "IT 
And have brought away Batter endu 91 on zour 
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Which if favingly ſcrap'd from your loattd that are 4:00 5 


And improb'd into Dumplins, woull wake, ſuch : a Feast, by 
That woe ng you with Patience fo ſwallow the Jef. 1+ 


1 KL Wl 
. Pray Sir, cries the Spark, i 10 td Padtingy Kober 7 

Keep your Flirts to yout ſelf, and! your merry d dry Bobs, 5 In | 

For 1 value not you or your, Telts: of a Clou ut, 2 


Jam good Fleſh Lilie, tho Pm Pugding Without, bly, 3 


5 4 
Yau! 4; = : 


And if you, like the Bitchingron, think. vou can beat x me; 7. ; 
As drunk as J am, When! ouꝰ ve done j you ſhall eat mem 


Bur if you won't F ight, let my Follies alone, . 


v 

: * > 4 
gf 4 3. | : Es 2 
— 


* 
44 - 
1 


Or ri Pudding Jour) Jacket as by 4 wy own. ee * £4 
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Dear Sir, fay 5 wy Friend, in a bantering manner, 5 
1 hope, like E Cook, Jour not turn Painter-ſtainer; ; 
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i you do, notwithſtanding your huffing and 
= The Proof of the Pudding ſhall be in the eating. 


hut, Sir, ſays our Pye- colour d Sot of a Beau. 


al Why fo much vpon Pudding, I deſire to know. 
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But another muſt fling it fo oft in his Dith. 


13 The Cook in a Corner flood fleering and laughing; 5 ; 
| The Spark ſhe had tam d ſtagger d fretting and chaffing, 4 


Til the Pudding was bak'd on his Back to à Cruſt. 
Beholding the Rattle- brains, marry thought I, 
& 1 have heard of a Puppy put into a Pre, 
But never yet met with a Story alluding, _ 


Jo ſuck a great Whelp that was bak d in a Pudding. 


Hs near to the Fire, in a mighty diſguſt, 


By this zime the Miſtreſs, that ſat in the Bar, 


4 Is! d in a Stable? 
O Heavens! pray what has this Fermagant Blowze. 


Been a- doing to th Gentleman Wig and Cloaths 7 
7s Nell, I have done him no Hurt, 
5 ; d Ir was all his own Fau t, he may thank himſelf fort. ET 
For tho Pm a poor Kitchin-Wench, let me tell ye, 


] Zounds, Medamn, 


I will not be tumbled and towz'd by the Belly 
Nor ſlabber'd or Kiffd, as a Slut that was ready 


To pleaſure each Sot, like a Night-walking Lady. : 4 8 


j | Fd have you to know, I am Honeſt, tho Poor, 


| 4nd diſdain to be und like a Hast: Lone Whore. 
_=_ 
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| . What tho' I'm bitterly dawb'd with the Better. 
i Muſt every Fool take a lick at the Matter, 


Can't a Man tumble down in a Pudding, Ads 6h, _ 


Being told the Misfortune by Fennick the Draw'r, 
Stepid in to enquire out the truth of the Matter. 
And view, with fad Eyes, the poor down-fallen Batter, 
Says Madam to Nell, in a wonderful Paſſion, 
[+ You impudent Baggage, pray what's the occaſion, 
The Pudding defign'd for your Maſter's own Table, 
2 © Is thus trod about like a T 
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Wich that Madan Coming-Sir ae g his Head; 

ry'd, Marry-come-up, you're a Beautiful Jade. 
why need brag ſo much of your Hypocrites Vertue, 

A 2 s Kiſs would have mightily hurt you! 

You ſhall be ſo proud, you're ſo handſome a Piece. 

So perfum'd with your Sweat, and adorn d with your Greaſe; 

That a Gentleman for your Charms muſt approve you. 

And if he once ſmells you, muſt certainly love yous 

Go, go, you're a Slut, I would have you to know 3 þ 
ay, a Strumpet, to ſerve any Gentleman ſo: 

4s for one filly Kiſs to beget ſo much Strife, 

And to ſpoil the beſt Pudding you've min d in your Lite. 5 


Says Nel to her Miſtreſs, 1 ſcotn to be tumbl'd, | 
Let thoſe play the Fool that delight to be Fumbl'>: 
But you that are marry'd may do as you lift, 
For a Cut of a Cut Loaf can never be miſt. 
Tho you ſay Im a Strumpet, remember, good Madan; 
As bad as I am, I was never at Had em: | 
Nor ever did | from my Modeſty vary, 
So far as to jumble a Pipe of Canary, 
Or ever commit fo notorious a Fault, | 
As be catch'd with a Drawer below in the Vault, 
In marking that Pipe whick was beſt for your turn: 
On the Head, with che ſcandalous Sign of Horns. 


Horns ! Huſſy, ſays Madam, you inmpudent = 
Who is t you tefle& on, what bk you mean? Ws 


Did ever you hear, thro the courſe of your Life, 
I That Lever prov*d worſe than a good Wife? 
"Tis amazing to me! I'm aftoniſh'd to think = 
What your Impudence aims at, why ſure you' re in Drink 3 7. 
Or elſe to your Miſtreſs you never would prate, * 
At ſo baſe a provoking and . Laws 


Zines, Madam, fays Nell, i a dartnable wy” 


won' be thus laub d and abe, 1. Seas Ws... ES 4 
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Dt RD * a 25 10. 8 | ; 18 8 * 
Altho I'm a Scrub that is doom'd to a Kitchin; 

I never was yet catch'd a Whoring or Birching z- Well £5555 
Nor am I got drunk, as your Ladyſhip ſays,. 1 +l | 25) 
Tho' I know ſhe char was, to her ugly Diſgnce; a ohhh 
And was. found with a Spark hovering over her Chair, 
Helm a Fland en ber Breaſts, and the other Elſewhere... Ft 4 


. With that, fays the Miſtreſs, Yau ill 3 Devil, i 
Kei or ſhame fold your Tongue, that implacable Evil. 
Tome, mop up the Batter you've trampP'd and flood i in 
= And let me, 1fay, have no e of tbe r : 


W hoſe Fault i ist, crys Nel, get 550 into the Bar, 
Ab what bus'neſs have you to come prying in here? 2 
For the longer you ſtay, or the more that you talk, 
Lou ſhal{fare bur the worſe, ſo it's better wo walk. 12 1 


BY Well, Hufſy: ſors Aalen, for once you hall win me; 

1. To uſe the Good-nature and Patience that's in me. 
* Now 1 ſee you're enrag'd, I. will ſhew a Conceſhdn, | 58 
1 But rattle 18 off when you're out of your Paſhon, 


7 


Tbar Mallew es to fer Station the "OY | 
| With a Nettle ber Breech, and a Flea in her Ear; ? 
- Being glad to withdraw from the Rubs and t be R ailings i 
— Nell, that as * 70 o ſome of ber Failings. ) 


— 


Said 2 tool Nell, you ye an excellent Langes, 
That, according to Phraſe, is moſt notably hung, 

For it ſoun is like a Bell, and goes off with a T wang. 
But I hope you'll excuſe me, invincible Nely, b 
If I, like a Friend, take the freedom to tell ye, 9 
| Fou banter too hard on the Brows of your Maſter, 
And open thoſe Sores chat have need of a NO 

| | * 

1 Wich tat the huge terwagant Devil amd back; "Se. 
1 1 believe Goys tho has * you come in ASIF: (hack: 148 3 
; ih To The! 305 15 Go 
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The are FREY like your i fl, KA not. I 1 che Blows) 
They with Antlers and Buds i injure | honeſt Mens Browsz 6: 
And when they are abſent, by kiſhng their Spouſes, * - 
Make Bridges of yy 25 ckaldly Noſes. . WE 


Thought I, it's more  Prudepce. my Tongue to with. hold, 
Or = better to talk to a Poſt than a Scold; 
Cauſe they both to all Reaſon are deaf as a Drum, | 
Which the Scold will out- rattle, whey the Poſt will be dug 


. "x & 


Mr. Prim, who with lade to Elegant Beaus, 4h) 
Had, for ſake of a Kiſs, ſo beſpatter'd his Cloaths, _ 23 a 
And made the whole Houſe ſo confounded uneaſy, . 
| By ſlabb'ring a Slut, but ſo ugly and greaſy; ; 
Oferpower'd with Wine, and Nocturnal eben, 2 fe tl 
Fell aſleep in a Nook, for a Sat very fitting, .... 1 
With Coat ſo beſmear'd i in his amorous Fight, „ 1 N et 
That he look'd like a Magpy, half black and blk why; A 
And might juſtly be ſtiPd, for the Badges | he wore,.. +14 t 
The compleateſt Jack- pudding that we &er ſaw before. 33 1 
As thus the young Drunkard was ſleeping and ſnoring, 
And dreaming, no doubt on't, of Drinking or Wie, 
It chanc'd that his Father, wich Carbuncle Face, Ty 
Thoſe glorious effects of the Bottle and Glaſs, e 
Came in with a Friend for a whet of good Red, . 5 - 
Left his Rubies and Roſy Pimginets ſhould fade: 
For Flowers we know ſoon their Colours would loſe, , 

If they were not refreſh'd with the Rains and Dews. 

So the Noſe of a Sot, which with pleaſure we ſtare at, 
Would fade, if not daily repleniſh'd with Claret. „ 
The hearty Old 1 ad had no ſooner came in, 55 8 Z bY, 
And gave des to Fennicꝶ to dtaw him his Wide. i 
Turn à his Noſe to the Dor, and his Arſe to the LOW 
A Habit true Engliſumen always acquire; 

But the ſharp- -lighted. Fox round the Kitchin <a look 
And ſaw Daddy's:n'own Son drunk aſſeep in a Nock. 7 
With that he adyances up cloſe to the place, . 425% 2 
e bly Wis a ont N ſtares bis Son 1 in the F ace; j 2 4 
by aur? 2 | LEO "Aoi 
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Þ Catches hold of his Noſe in a damnable Paſſion} 
W And pulling on't, breaks into this Exclamation; 
= A Beau to the Life | a fine Spark, by my Soul, 
Lou drunken young'Rake-hell, come out of your hole: 5 
Let us ſee in the Light what a Figure you make; role 
# A moſt exquiſite Sor, a true Orthodox Rake, ; 
A hopeful young Student, a rare Ins of Courtier: , 
& Nouns, what has the Dog been a treading of Mortat 3 
Adſheart, now I look on his Wig and his Back, 

Hes all cover'd with Plumbs like a 1/ington Cake. 
rn be hang'd if the Whelp had not Pudding for Supper; 
And eat till he ſpew'd from his Head to his Crupper. 


= The Son very drunk, alſo equally drowſy, 
WFirſt ſhrug d up his,ſhoulders as if he were Louſy; 
ben ſtagg'ling about, betwixt ſleeping and waking; 
Ning ready to ſpew, I ſuppoſe, by his keckingz; 
Nor knowing his Father, he damn'd him and ſwore, 

ie that took him by th' Noſe was a Son of a Whore. 
ET hen Curfing and Raving, like one in Diſtration, 
Nie vow'd for th Affront he would have Satisfaction. 


7 * +1 
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Vu. Dop, ſays his Daddy at every word, 
5 offer to lay your vile Hand on your Sword! 
os villainou Rebel; pon undutiful Sot on, 
2 you lift up your Arm againſt bim that begot you * 
are never poor Mortal e er father d before, 
| yh uch a Rakthelly Regue of a Son of a Whore. 
Wich that the young Prodigal (hearing the Nams _ 
Pf a Father) began to be little more tame 
And looking about him, at laſt had the Grace, 
ro know 'twas his Dad by his Carbuncle Face: 
N hen after a Keck, and a Hick-cough or two, 


{Like a Sot over-charg'd that was going to ſpew; 


THe crys to hi, Father, (provoking our Smiles 


a 
1 


| Om old Turky-cock, by jour fiery Gil: 8 
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ö XX: 13 5 
But what 3 you call 0 beds a any. 
A Tavern ſometimes is as good as a Study : 
ve beard you oft ſay, That, Converſing ee? privking, | 
Muſt quicken our Brains more tban Reading and T, wk 
And that Lawyers Littleton, Bracton, Sol Cook, 1 


Did agree it was good for a Stullent to look 
| In the bruk merry Bottle, as well as the Book, 


| "Tis true aid the Father, I always allowd ”, | 
To chear up your Heart with a Glaſs after Study; 
But not ſtretch your Guts like a Porter or Carman, 
And turn a worſe Sot than thofe guzling Vermin. - 5 
Pray Gentlemen ſee but his Coat and his Wig here, 
Did ever a Beau make fo beaſtly a Figure! 
He looks, by my Soul, fram hs Head to the Rump, 
Like a pick pocket juſt run away fromthe Pump 
Lou Rogue had I thought you'd. have prov'd ſuch an Hits p 
Young Dog, I'd have choaki'd you with Pap in the Cradle. <4 
And never have been at the chargeable keeping | cal 
| Of ſuch a rude Raſcal that daily is heaping 
Such Cares and Vexations upon my Gray Haivs, Ty 
That i in light of You all makes me me burſt into Tear: 1450 


For ſhame, ſays his Friend, a0 not ſhew your alt uch 1 
| In old I Tony tocry, you unman your ſelf much : ' 
'Tis time to be ſhedding of Tears when you find him 
5 Ty d faſt i in a Cart with the Horſes behind bim. 5 5 


Have l, ſays the Father, ſate early * late, * 5H. 
Like a Drudge at my Desk, to acquire an . = 
And all for the ſake of a profligate Sar, 

That will fpend it much faſter than ever twas got: 
But, Nouns, if the Rake. bell continues thus 3 | 
In Revenge, Vil not leave the young Rebel a Sous; 

By my Generous Living I'll give him the Go-by, 

And ſpend | what | meant for * e _ | 
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So what's bred in the Bone, will ne'er out of the Fleſh : 


HIRE 


f Here Drawer, 655 Rake, bring my Pk; a Quart; 
ul be hang'd if 'twill-do the old Toaſt any hurt. 
Be nimble, you Dog, draw 1t brisk, neat and fine, 
For a Glaſs of true Claret, or any good Wane, 
Je loves in a Morning, Pve oft heard him ſay; 
Nay, at Night. or indeed any time of the Day; 

My Grandſire l've heard, always drank like a 1 

| And his Children all lov'dro has with the Diſh; 


4 , Therefore why ſhou'd not IJove a Cup of the Creature, - 15 
As well as wy Ember, by Ioſtin of Nature. 5 


4 Pray . crys the Dad, ts ye 1200 Fan not. x bleſt, 
With a hopeful young Bird, but juſt flown from the Neſt, - 
© Who is ready to ſee, e'er he's well knit together, NEEDS kh 
To pick out the Eyes of his tender old Father, ' 
However, you Drawer, here bring us a Quart, 2 Cl nt 
Since my duriful Son's ſo im portunate for t, 
m reſolv'd for this once will I humour the Brat, . 
Hy * it ſee what the Reprobaze Rogue would be at. 


. Wich clean far Himself don, - 
And requeſted the like of his Friend and his Son.:. 
The Quart was brought in, and the Glaſs fill'd . 
As the Wine went about Daddy s Paſſion was drown J, 

Till bis Fatherly Love ſo prevail'd above Anger e 


lt made him unable to vex any longer, 


Fi His Rubies now look' q of ſo noble a Red, 


| Like the Bunches of Grapes round a ya thr - Head; 
That by ſqueezing his Noſe one wou'd eaſily have thought + * 


Ah Dick, ſays ile Dad to his Prodigal Si! * # F #0 | 
Ik it was not for me, what a Race woud'/ſt thou run; 


er for all my Reproof, my Advice, and my Care, 155 : 
Ard re a wicked your 8 Raſcal, you n that 75 are: 


< 


„ 


Tue good Juice muſt have flown again into the Pot, van En, 


However, | 2 


D ; * 


[owever, in time thou wilt ſurely recant, 


bat 5 PR | * ; 1 
vill once more forgive thee whatever comes ont, — Þ 
Jo Dick bere's a Bumper of Pacification, of 4255064, e ee 


or Drinking, thou know', is a very ſed Evil „ ＋ 2 
evil. 


» 


FA nd Whoring and Gaming, theFleſh and the 


WA bandon, my Boy, all ſuch things that have hurt inn. 


r elſe for theſe Sins thoult he damn d of a certain. 


When you. got your poor Son with that Clarety Noſec, 
gut that he muſt love, by the dint of each Rub, 
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he Bottle, when wean' d from its Likeneſs the Bubb : 
My Father and Mother have always lov'd Claret, 

And how do you think that the Son ſhou'd forbear it. 
hoſe Blood I might venture to ſwear, without ſinning, 8 


as but Claret refin d at the very beginning? ES | 
: f $2} 6 14 | 88 Wt * TSS 2 


Says Daddy, did ever Man hear ſuch a Dog; 

Such a witty young Cub, ſuch a bantering Rogue, WT. | 
Such a pleaſant and merry Companion, who-rather | © 
Than ſlifle a Jeſt, will make one of his Father? © :, © {þ 
Ab, Dick, if thy Wit was but balanc'd with Grace, : 


1 — 


Thou for certain wou'dſt ne'er let it fly in my Face. -Y 
But howeer, ſince the Bottle has got the aſcendant, - ũ „7 
For once I'll forgive thee, and ſo there's an end on't, ol 


In hopes, when you're ſober, you Manners will mend on'r. J 


O Father, ſays Dick, could you taſte the delights- : 
That my ſelf and Companions enjoy a Nights, _. 
Were you once but to hear the Cunaundrums and Quibbles, || 
The Retorts and the Puns, the Lampoons and the Libels, + || 
The Rhimes, Repetitions, the Songs and the Catches 33 2 
The Whims and the Flirts, and the ſmart witty Touches, 
That over the Flask we moſt loyingly vent, , © 8 
You wou d think a whole Night moſt gloriouſly ſpent; 

And wou'd gueſs by our Wit, and the courſe that we follow, 
We cou'd all be no leſs than the Sons of Apollo. 
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Ah, Dick, ſays the Father, take care, 1 entreat Ye, 
Thou dſt better be hang d, of the two than be witty ; +4 
For if thou'rt once thought, by thy Studies and Labours, 
& - To've acquir'd more Wit than the reſt of thy — 

*, Thowlt be piſid on by Fools, and be fear d by thy Brgy 
And . about 12 Whores „ Bayliffs and Setter. 

* Thy Lodging muſt be in fome Nine-penny Garret, | "| 
Thy Drink Porters Guxxle much oftner than Claret s ia 
Thy Coat muſt through all the four Seaſons be wn, 73 

"Fl / it's robÞd of it Ney like @ Sheep newly ſhorn : 
You muſt always ſeem pleaſant, that v, if you can, 
| Keep your Wits ready prim d for a flaſh in the Pa: 
When your Pockets are empty, your Brains muft N 1 
Punt, Quibbles, and Tales to ſupply the defect; bu 
That whenever you meet with a ows Chi | 
You may ſneak out a Feſt in the room of your Clab : 
For a Wit u no more than a merry Tom Fool, 
A4  ſatyrical Scourger or flattering Tool; 
be Son of Nine Whores, that's compelt'd by by bis Mathers, 
20 ftarve, or to pleaſe ( like the reſt of hu Brothers) 
4 7 be Pri 7 To Mes, _ Malice of * . 
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